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Large, expensive wedding cards have
begun to arrive; lettered in silver and gold,
with tassels, fringes and ornate scrolling as
well as boxes of delicious sweets! Our fourth
favourite season is on its way.

The lackadaisical assistants at the jewel-
lers have begun to look alert, sensing big
diamond sales. The glass display cases are
stocked with sparkle, with the choicest of
new items to dazzle the eyes and delight
the soul: huge gold and platinum sets stud-
ded with gems; necklaces, bracelets, and
earrings of all kinds. The jewellers are gener-
ous with their coffee and snacks, their faces
wreathed in smiles, both genuine and fake.

Meanwhile, in the sari shops, the assis-
tants, too, have stopped lounging and
ignoring customers, and have begun to sit
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The twentieth century had dawned to see
the culmination of changes in all spheres of
life. One of the most visible changes was in
the education sector.

The British colonial period had seen the
establishment of some schools, colleges,
and university in the eastern part of Bengal.
Some of these institutions were established
by Christian Missions and philanthropists of
that time.

Respected Muslim as well as Hindu
personalities of the community also felt the
need of establishing educational institu-
tions in this part of the Bengal. Sri
Bibhutibhushan Ahir was one of them, who,
along with his wife, took the initiative to
establish a school for both boys and girls at
the Siddheswari area of Dhaka.

It was on 1 January of 1933 that
Siddheswari School began, with only a few
students. Both the husband and wife were
actively involved with the school, spending
their valuable time teaching students. Later,
the couple donated the property to the
school.

In the late 1950s, the School Committee
bought a piece of land to have a separate
school for the boys, and thus, the boys
section moved to nearby locality as
Siddheswari Boys' High School. The Girls'
School remained at the same location,
which is now known as Bailey Road.

The school has seen three different
historic eras of political change --from the
British Raj, to the partition of Pakistan, and
the independent Bangladesh. Since its
establishment, the school educational
system has been changed, mostly for the
betterment of the students.

| do not know the magnitude of change,
but | can definitely claim that there is no
change in the relationship between teach-
ers and students. While | was studying
there, | could remember a U-shaped two-
storeyed building with an open space for
playground for the students. The class-

up straight, and practice their special smiles
for the wedding season ladies, hoping to
sell many rich silks and satins. In winter, we
do not need to scold them for being slack
and inattentive. They offer us soda and
'paan’, and do not protest if we put the soda
down next to the saris.

The little boutiques run from within
private homes, with their choice selection of
one-of-a kind saris, embroidered, sequined
and studded, sell out quickly during this
season. All the fashionistas know which sari
has been designed by whom. The great
ladies dress for each other, since most gen-
tlemen have not a clue about exclusiveness,
or the finer points of dressing for weddings,
or the importance of, for example, large
florals over small, or diamantes over gold

winter Is coming

thread.

Ladies know how to enjoy themselves.
They dress with pleasure and anticipation,
for themselves, and to elicit the admiration
of their friends; some in gorgeous new
purchases, others in the dressy saris they
got years ago, carefully preserved.

Out come the zardozi blouses, the velvet
bows at the back, the vertiginous high
heels, and their mothers' rubies; or their
anniversary emeralds, adorning the throats.
It is worth going to the weddings and other
festivities just to admire the flowers and
decor, the jewels and the beautiful clothes.
The biriyani and 'cheer' are unimportant, as
many guests prefer to eat a low calorie
dinner at home, before coming. Gorgeous
clothes look best on trim figures, so for
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rooms were bright and airy due to huge
windows on both sides of the classrooms
and long corridors on one side. The cool air
from the ceiling fans used to bring relief
from the scorching heat of summer. During
monsoon, roads were flooded for a day or
two, and we knew that a school closing was
imminent. The school authority was very
much concerned about the comfort and
safety of the students. Guards were posted
at the gate at all times, and no outsiders
were allowed.

There were separate rooms for female
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Many distinguished guests honoured the
occasions with their spirited speeches.

Who could forget the first day in school
in January with a new uniform, new books,
and a new classroom? We waited eagerly
for the ringing of the school bell for classes
to begin.

Reminiscing about my school days in the
late 70s, | fondly remember the
Headmistress, Rahima Khatun, known as
“Boro Apa,”who was very disciplined and
strict, and at the same time, very caring in
nature. Her footsteps in the hallway always
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and male teachers, a room for the
Headmistress, and also a prayer room. The
library was too small to mention. But the
memory of the scary skeleton in the labora-
tory still gives me an eerie feeling.

There used to be a lake next to the
school property, which was later gifted to
the school by the Land Ministry of the
Government. The lake was later filled up to
make space for extra-curricular activities.
Prize distribution day, Sports day and the
Annual day were the highlight occasions.

made us aware that she had her her watch-
ful eyes on everyone.

Often, you could find the Headmistress
engrossed in work at her desk. She used to
teach English to the senior classes. Rahima
Khatun served the institution for the lon-
gest period of time as Headmistress, from
1967-1996. Teaching styles differ from
teacher to teacher. There were teachers
whom | remember to this day, Abdur Rahim
sir, Mujibur Rahman sir, Latifur Rahman sir,
Habibur Rahman sir, Sitara apa, Mili apa...

some ladies, it is either diet and fashion, or
heavy food and drink, but not both.

The season often brings heart-warming
pleasures of a different kind. Sometimes,
guests bring their children to parties, and
we are confronted with dazzling young
women in place of the cute, cuddly babies
with their two-toothed smiles that we knew,
or recognise in the features of some tall,
handsome young man — the little seven-
year-old boy who played at a birthday party
in my garden.

So the years float by, the cycles marked
by the fun and flowers of spring, the lan-
guor of monsoon lunches, the baking post-
rain heat, and finally, the cool mornings and
starry nights of winter, our best season, the
season of fashion, feasts and festivities.
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Mujibur Rahman Sir's biology diagrams
were so perfect that they almost looked like
they were printed. Who would forget
English teacher Shams-uddin sir, popularly
known as “Tiger Sir” to us. We were back to
our benches with pen and paper ready
before “Tiger Sir” entered the class. There
was always pin drop silence in his class-
room.

| cannot recollect how many times | had
pierced my thumb with needles in the
sewing class. | hated stitch work and there
was no escaping from it, but the teacher
had so much patience to show me how to
stitch immaculate patterns. Noor Jahan apa,
who taught both English and Bangla, and
also a relative of mine, took extra care of my
sisters and I. | pay my heartiest thanks to all
the respected teachers.

Many of our students are well estab-
lished and have excelled in their respected
fields. The school produced well-known
professors, doctors, lawyers, engineers,
writers, bankers, government and non-
government officers. Some are actively
involved in politics too as concerned citi-
zens of the country. The teachers, with their
limited resources, not only wanted the
students to get the best education, but also
to become good human beings. | have no
doubt that they have succeeded in doing
s0. There are many avenues to venture in
life after graduating from high school. Some
blossom, and some do not, but the school
provides equal education opportunity for
all of them.

Every time | visualise the school, it brings
back fond memories of my alma mater, and
the happy times spent in school.

| end my note with a quote from Mustafa
Kemal Ataturk, “A good teacher is like a
candle — it consumes itself to light the way
for others.”
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